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I Want to be
By Eibar Romero
The thought of being home was probably the scariest for me because
home to me meant many different things. Home to me meant that
I wasn’t working. Home to me meant that there would be violence.
Home to me meant that there would be alcohol and drug abuse.
Home to me meant that there’d be no peace. Quarantine meant that
I’d have to be with my family, that I’d have to experience what I’d
already gone through. It meant that I’d have to sit at the dinner table
with them but, it also meant that I’d have to sit with my emotions.
It was hard, and for the first time in a long time I had to be home
on the weekends, I had to hear the yelling, the music, the people,
can after can opening. It was hard. So, I escaped. I went somewhere
where I felt that I was wanted, where I got attention, where there
were times I was the only one that mattered to them, where I became an object rather than a person. But, where I got so attached I
didn’t want to let go. I cried. I didn’t understand. I stayed because at
least I didn’t have to experience my childhood trauma all over again.
I stayed because I was promised something in return, just like mi pa
would promise mi ma. He left me. I was sad. I cried day and night
because I didn’t know who I was, what I wanted to be and where I
wanted to be. So I moved out into the cutest apartment where my
life has changed so much in so many great ways. I am independent.
It wasn’t easy. But I am at peace. I am healing. I am wanted by my
plants that surround my windows. I am called by my sink to do my
dishes and I sit on my mustard colored couch to watch the sunrise
and the sunset. This is my new home, this is where I’ve been wanting to be and this is where I want to be.
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